LIFE OF VIJAYKRISHNA

wane. The Brahmo Samaj, purged of ceremonialism
and paraphernalia of worship, and hierarchy in the forms
of work, was so dear to Vijaykrishna that he grappled it
to his soul as if with hoops of steel. He once said that he
was prepared to shed his life-blood if that would help the
Samaj in any way. But now he retired to Santipur with
a heavy heart. There he found a sovereign tonic.
Nature came to his rescue, diffusing her healing and
benignant influences. The cramped atmosphere -of the
Samaj so much sickened him that, with a heart gnawing
with pain, he came out to the country-side, and Nature
had her idyls and sentiments for his wearied mind.

It was the night of the. full moon in spring. The
Master was alone, taking a walk along the Ganges. He
walked on, drinking in the peace of Nature. A sweet
fragrance was spread all around by the breath of spring.
The ethereal lamps were lit and were looking wistfully at
the lonely stroller. The stretches of sand in the distance
glistened like the purest silver. Near his feet, the river
raced merrily, and the tiny waves danced and glittered
under the smiling moon-beam, tossing and splitting the
moon's reflected face. Some boats were plying, throwing
the water up in showers of pearl. The silent beauty of
Nature stole into his soul, and amid the waves of vernal
air laden with fragrant spray, he was carried out of
himself. For several days, he thus went to the river bank,
and thanks to Nature's healing balm, he regained his
normal frame of mind. The dissonances once more
resolved themselves into a Mozartian harmony, and he got
the idea that Bhakti would be the panacea for all the evils
within the Samaj. Vijaykrishna loved Nature in her
mystical moods as the ardent truth-seeker would love her,
and, therefore, he could never have the poet's tendency
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